artist bores passages, digs up subterranean things into the light.
With his doubts he hammers at everything. He asks: but is great-
ness really great? and is goodness really good? and beauty beauti-
ful, and truth true? Why has he, he alone, this frightful mission?
He is, after all, a man like other men, with the instinct to believe,
to wish to believe; why, then, was he given this horrible function
of seeing, being forced to see? I cannot see that the artist has
reason to love art. Far rather would I have been a simple peasant,
who thinks that everything is equally big and good, equally true
and beautiful. I will make haste and try to turn into one. But I
fear it is too late.

But I retain my hatred. Who else, indeed, could hate art so
profoundly, have to hate it, as we artists ? Surely not you semi-
artists ! You amateurs and artists by accident. You may love art,
for you have never suffered through it. For neither, for that rea-
son, does it belong to you. For only the things through which we
suffer most deeply, only these belong to us.
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